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The Fever

The crystals were burning.

Deep beneath the temple, in chambers that hadn't been entered for millennia, the great veins of Orichalcum that formed the nervous system of Atlantis glowed with a terrible light—not the gentle pulse of life, but the fierce heat of fever, of infection, of something desperately wrong.

The earth was sick.

And like any sick thing, it was beginning to fight back.
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ON THE SURFACE, THE people of Atlantis went about their lives as they had for eight thousand years. The city had grown beyond anything the founders could have imagined—not just one city now, but a dozen, spread across the archipelago, connected by crystal bridges and underwater tunnels. The population numbered in the millions. Their ships sailed every ocean. Their scholars had mapped the stars and plumbed the depths of reality itself.

They had forgotten.

The covenant was a story for children. The earth was a myth. The crystals were tools, nothing more—mined and shaped and used without thought for what they were or where they came from. The glow had faded from the bloodline until it was barely a memory, a trick of light, a genetic quirk that appeared in one person in a million and meant nothing.

The fever spread.

In the eastern districts, people reported strange dreams—drowning, fire, the earth opening beneath their feet. In the western harbors, fishermen spoke of waters that boiled without cause, of fish dying in vast numbers, of a hum beneath the waves that never stopped. In the temple, the few remaining priests who still remembered the old ways prayed to crystals that no longer answered.

And in a small apartment in the scholars' quarter, a young man woke screaming from a dream of drowning.

His name was Kaelen.

He was eighteen years old, a student of ancient history, and he had no idea that he was about to become the most important person in the world.
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The Dreamer

Kaelen sat on the edge of his bed, gasping, his skin slick with sweat despite the cool morning air.

The dream had been so real. Islands sinking into a churning sea. Fire raining from the sky. A woman with glowing hands reaching for him, her face twisted with grief and warning. And a voice—vast, old, terrible—whispering words he couldn't understand but somehow knew were important.

*Too late. Too late. Too late.*

"It was just a dream," he told himself. "Just a dream."

But his hands were shaking.

He dressed quickly and left his apartment, needing to move, needing to escape the memories that clung to him like spiderwebs. The streets of the scholars' quarter were already busy—merchants opening their stalls, students hurrying to lectures, priests walking in silent procession toward the temple. Normal. Ordinary. Everything as it should be.

Except that the crystals lining the street felt warm.

Kaelen stopped, frowning. He touched one of the crystalline pillars that supported a nearby archway. It was hot—not dangerously so, but noticeably warmer than it should have been. The Orichalcum of Atlantis was always cool to the touch, drawing heat from the air rather than radiating it. That was one of its properties, one of the things that made it so valuable.

This pillar was warm. Wrong.

"Kaelen!"

He turned. Lyra was hurrying toward him, her dark hair pulled back in a hasty knot, her face pale. She was seventeen, a year younger than him, and they had been friends since childhood—neighbors in the scholars' quarter, both orphans, both drawn to the old stories that everyone else dismissed.

"You felt it too," she said. It wasn't a question.

"The crystals. They're warm."

"More than warm." She touched the pillar, then pulled her hand back quickly. "I was at the temple this morning. The main crystal—the one they use for ceremonies—it's hot. Too hot. The priests don't know what to do."

Kaelen remembered his dream. The islands sinking. The woman with glowing hands.

"There's something wrong," he said. "Something deep."

Lyra looked at him strangely. "You've been having the dreams again."

It wasn't a question. She knew about the dreams—had known for months, ever since they'd started. She was the only one he'd told.

"Worse than before," he admitted. "This time there was a voice. It said... it said we were too late."

A flicker of something crossed Lyra's face—fear, recognition, he couldn't tell.

"We need to talk to someone," she said. "Someone who knows the old stories. The real ones, not the children's versions."

"The priests won't listen. You said so yourself."

"Not the priests." She took his hand and pulled him down the street. "The Oracle."

Kaelen stopped. "The Oracle? I thought she was—"

"Still alive. Barely. She lives in the old temple, the one on the highest hill. No one visits her anymore. No one remembers she exists." Lyra's grip tightened. "But she remembers. She remembers everything."

Kaelen hesitated. The Oracle was a figure of legend, not reality—or so he'd always believed. A woman who had lived for centuries, who carried the memories of all of Atlantis in her mind. It sounded like myth, like the stories old women told to frighten children.

But the crystals were warm. The dreams were getting worse. And Lyra, who had always been more practical than him, believed.

"All right," he said. "Let's go."
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THE OLD TEMPLE STOOD on the highest hill in the city, a structure so ancient that no one remembered when it had been built. Its walls were solid crystal, grown rather than constructed, and they glowed with a light that never dimmed—though today, that light seemed fainter than usual, as if something was draining it.

The door was unlocked.

Inside, the air was cool and still. Crystals lined every surface, pulsing gently, but their light was muted, hesitant. Kaelen felt as if he was walking through a place that was holding its breath, waiting for something to happen.

A figure waited for them in the central chamber.

She was small—smaller than Kaelen had expected—and so old she seemed almost translucent, her skin like parchment stretched over bones. But her eyes... her eyes were young, bright, alive with knowledge that had no end.

"You came," she said. Her voice was soft but clear, like a bell heard from very far away. "I have been waiting for you for a very long time."

Lyra stepped forward. "You
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